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to-night, she cried within her, but she could not speak; she
was imprisoned in his ecstasy, and if he had bidden her
strip and lie down beside him would have obeyed. She
began to loathe, as an assault, the gentleness, the adora-
tion, the blind humility of his love. Her tongue ran over
her lips. In an instant she would have spoken any words
of cruelty to break his power over her and let her be free.
But his movement ended. On her breast, his head lay
heavily and she saw that he was falling asleep. After *a
little while he stirred and said in German, "You are
crying, my Julie. You must not cry. All the world. . .."
But already he was sleeping.
One of her fingers was clutched in his hand and, if he
sighed, she felt his grip tighten. When he began to moan
in his sleep, he was quietened by her arm's pressure. Per-
ceiving these things, she began to tremble again that so
much power was confided in her; her mouth was dry and
when she closed her eyes tears clung to her lashes. An
hour passed. The candles stretched their flames and
steadied; the fire was set; even the shadows moved no
more. She had only to hold him, that he might not slip
from her breast.
Next morningNarwitz was awakened by pain, a custom-
ary summons. Though an agony of back and shoulder
and a cord-like binding of his diaphragm were part of life,
he had, in waking, less mastery of himself than at other
times, and he cried out. The nurse did not come at once.
When shall I learn control? When shall I learn? he thought
while he waited for her, repeating the phrase inwardly
until it became part of pain's rhythm.
She raised him from the stiffness in which he had been
lying. When she spoke in her own language he did not
answer, for his Dutch had been learnt long ago, before his
marriage, and while in pain he could not command it; but
when she used German, asking what he felt, he forced
himself to reply, not wishing to alarm her by silence: "As
if I'd gone to tied in a suit of armour and it hiad contracted

